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So gee thec gone, good night : mine eyes do itch : 
Doch that boade weeping ? 

Tisneythcr heere, nor there* 
Def I haue heard it faid fo. O thefe Men,thefc menl 
Do'fi thou in confeience thinkc(telt me zs£mtlia) 
Thai there be women do abufe their husbands 
In fuch grofle kindc ? 

ts£mil. There be fome fuch, no queftion. 
Def Wcnjld'ft thou do fach a deed for all the world ? 
i/£miL ' VV hy , would not you ? 
r Dcf No.by this Heauenly light. 
v£mil. Nor I neither, by this Keaucnly light: 
I might doo't as well t'th'darke. 

<D*f Wouid'ft thou do fuch a deed for al the world ? 
i&mtl. ThcWorld's a huge thing : 
It is a great price, for a fmall vice. 

Def. Introth, I thinke thou would'ft not. 
ts£mil Introth I thinke I lhouid, and vndoo't when 
I had done. Marry, I would not doc fuch a thing for a 
ioynt Ring, nor for meafures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world: whyjWno would not make her hus- 
banda Cuckold, to make him a Monarch/I fhculd ven- 
ture Purgatory for'c. 

'Def Beflhrewme,if I would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole world. 

v£mil. . Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'ch'world ; 
and hauing the world for your labour, *tis a wrong in 
your ownc world, and you might quickly make it right. 
Def I do not thinke there is any fuch woman* 
v&mil. Ycs,a dozen : and as many to'th'vantage, as 
would ftore the world they plaid for. 
But I do thinke it is their Husbands faults 
If Wiues do fall : (Say, that they flacke their duties, 
And powreour Treafures into forraigne laps; 
Or elfc breake out in pecuifh Jealoufies, 
Throwing rcftraint vpon vs : Or fay they ftrike vs, 
Or fcant our former hauing in defpight) 
Why we haue galles : and though we haue fome Grace, 
Yet haue we fome Reuenge. Let Husbands know, 
Their wiues haue fenfe like them : They fee, and fmcli, 
And haue their Palats both for fwect,and fowre, 
As Husbands haue, What is it that they do, 
When they change vs for others ? Is it Sport? 
I thinke it is : and doth Affection breed it ? 
I thinke it doth. Is't Frailty that thus crres ? 
It is fotoo. And haue not we Affections? 
Defires for Sport? and Frailty, as men haue ? 
Then let them vfe vs well : elfe let them know, 
The illes we do, their illes inftruii vs fo. 

Def Good nighr, good night : 
Heauen me fuch vfes fend, 

Not to picke bad, from bad j but by bad,mend. Exeunt 


The Tragedie of Othello 


Mus Quint us. Scena Trima. 


Enter Iago t *nd Rodorigo. 
I ago. Hcere.ftand behinde this Barke, 

Straight will he come: 

Wcarc thy good Rapier bare, and put it home i 
Quicke,quicke, fcarc nothing; He be at thy Elbow, 
It makes vs, or i t rnarres vs, thinke on that, 
And fixe moft firmc thy Rcfolution, 


Rod, Be nccre at hand, I may roifcarry in\? ^ 
Iago. Heere,at thy hand ; Be bold, & take thv A 
Rod. 1 haue no great dcuOtion to the deed 

And yet he hath giucn ir,e fatisfying Reafons'; 

Tis but a man gone- Forth my Sword : he dies 


Iago. I haue rub'd this yong Quat almoft to the f " 
A he growes angry. Now, whether he kill Gifa* 
Or Cafio him, or each do kill the other, ' 


Eucry way makes my gaine. Liuc Rodorigo, 
He callcs me to a rcftitution large 
Of Gold ,and Iewels, that I bob'd from him 
As Guifts to Def demand. 
It muft not be ; If Cafio do remaine, 
He hath a dayly beauty in his life, 
That makes mi vgly : and betides, the Moore 
May vnfold me to him : there it and I in much peri]] • 
No, he muft dye. But fo,I heard him comming 
tmer Cafio. 5 ' 

Kgd. I know his gate, 'tis he : Villaine thou dyeft 

Caf That thruft had beene mine enemy indeed ' 
But that my Coate is better then thou know'ft ; ' 
I will makepvoofeof thine. 

Rod. Ohjamflaine. 

Cafio. I am may m'd for euer; 
Helpe hoa ; Murthcr, murther. 

Snte r Othello. 

Oth. The voyce oi Cafio, IagoYwyt% his word. 

Red. O Viilainethat I am. 

Or h. Iciseuenfo. 

Caf Oh helpe hoa : Lights Surgeon, 

Oth. Tis he : O braue /ago, honcft,and iuff, 
That haft fuch Noble fenfe of thy Friends wrong, 
Thou teacheftrnc. Minion, your deerc lyes dead, 
And your vnblelt Fate highes : Strumpet I come j 
For of my heart, thofe Charmes thine Eyes, are blotted 
Thy Bed luft-ftain'd, (hall with Lufts blood bee fpoued. 

Sxit Othello. 
£ nler L odoaico and G rat iano. 

Caf What hoa? no Watch? No paifagc? 
Muuhcr,Murther. 

Gra. Tis fome mifchance^hc voyecis very direful!. 

Caf Oh helpe. 

Lodo. Hearke. 

Rod. Oh wretched Villaine. 

Lod. Two or three groane. 'Tis hcauy night; 
Thele may be counterfeits : Let's think't vnfafe 
To come into the cry, without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobody come : then {hall i bleed to death. 
Snterlago* 

Lod. Hearke. 

Cjra. Here's one comes in his fliirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. 

Iago. Who's there? 
Who's noyfe is this that cries on mjurthcr? 

Lodo. Wedonotknow. 

Iago, Do not you heare a cry ? 

Caf Heerc,heere ; for hcauen fake helpe roc. 

Iago. What's the matter ? 

Gra. This i. Othello s Ancicnt,as I take if, 

Lodo . The fame indeede, a very valiant Fellow* 

Iago. W hat are you heere, that cry fo greeuoufly ? 

Caf Iago} Oh I am fpoyrd, vndonc by Villaines 5 
Giue me fome helpe. 

Iago. Omce, Lieutenant! 
What Villaines haue done this ? 

Caf I thinke that one of them is hecrcabout, 
4 Ani 
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the z5\£o :re of Venice. 


£rid cannot make away, 

Iago. Oh treacherous Villaines 2 
\Vhat are you there ? Come in, and giue fome helpe* 

Rod. O helpe me there. 

Caffio. That's oneof them, 

Iago. Oh murd rousSlaue! O Villaine ! 

Rod. Odamn'd/^lO inhumane Doggc I 

Iago. Kill men i'th'darke? 
^hcre be thefe bloody Theeucs ? 
Kow filcnt is this Towne ? Hoa^nurther^urther, 
What may you be? Are you of good,or euill .? 
■Lod. Asyoufhallproue vsjpraiievs. 

Iago . Si gnio r Lodomco ? 

Lod. He Sir, 

Iago. I cry yon mercy : here's Caffo hurt by Villainel* 
I Qra. Caffio l 

Iago. How is't Brother? 

Caf My Lcgge is cut in two e 

Iago[ Marry hcauen forbid : 
tigbit Gcnticiiien, He bmde it with my (hln. 
Enter Hi axe a* 

"Sian. What is the matter hoa? Who is'c that cry'd? 

Iago. Who Wt that cry'd? 

Bian . Oh my deere Cajfio, 
My fwect Caffio : Oh C^fiofiajfio.Cafio^ 

Iago. O notable Scrumpet. Caf to s may you fufpe& 
Who they fhould be, that haue thus mangled you ? 

Caf No. 

Gra. I Am forry to finde you thus ; 
I haue beene to feeke.you* 

Iago. Lend me a Garter. So; -Oh for a Chairc 

To beare him eafily hence. 

Tian. Alas he faints. Oh CaJJi \o,. .Cafio, Cafto.\ 

Iago. Gentlemen all, I do fufpeel this Trafli 
To be a party in this Iniurie. 
Patience awhile, good Cafio. Come,come ; 
Lend me a Light : know we this face, or no ? 
Alas my Friend,and my deere Countryman 
Redorigo} No : Yes fure : Yes, 'tis Rodorigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice? 

Iago. EucnhcSir: Did you know him? 

gra. Know him? I. 

Iago. Signior Gratumo ? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my Manners, 
That foneglcftcd you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

Iago, How do you Cajjio} Oh,aChaire 3 aChaire. 

Cra. Rodorigo} 

Iago. He, he, 'tis he: 
Oh that's well laid, the Chaire. 
Some good man beare him carefolly from hence, 
He fetch the Gcnerall's Surgeon. For you Miftns, 
Saue you your labour. He tliat lies flainc heerc (Cafto) 
Was my deere friend. What malice was between you i 

Caf None in the world: nor do 1 know the man? 

Iago. What?lookcyou palc?Oh beare him o'th'Ayr^ 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Lookeyou pale^iftris? 
;Do you perceiue the gaftnetfe of her eye f 
Nay,if you flare, we (hall heare more anon. 
Behold her well : I pray you looke vpon her : 
Do you fee Gentlemen ? Nayjguiltincffc will fpeake 
Though tongues were out of vfe. 

^£mil. Alas,wh^t is the matter f 
What is the matter, Husband ? 

Iago. Cafio hath heerc bin fet on in the darke 
By Rodorigo , and Fellowes that arc fcap'd : 


He'* almoft flaine, and Rodorigo quite dead. 

v£mil. Alas good Gentleman : ajas §ovd fafiiti 

Iago. This is the fruits of whoring. Pry thc v£mHia % 
Go know of Cafio where he i'upt to night. 
What, do y ou fhake at that r 

Bian. He fupt at my houic,but I therefore fhake not. 

Iago. O did he fo? I charge you go with mc, 

lALmil. Oh fie vpon thee Scrumper. 

'Bian. Iam no Strumpet, but oi life ashonefi 3 
As you that thus abufe me, 

t/EmiL As 1? Fie vpon thee. 

Iago. Kinde Gentlemen : 
Let's go fee poore Cafto dreft. 
Come Miftris, you muft eel's another Tale. 
ts&milia, run you to the Cittadell, 
And tell my Lord and Lady ,what hath happ'd : 
Will you go on afore . ? This is the night 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quight. Exeunt 


Sc&rn Secunda. 


Enter Othello, and Def demon a in her bed. 

Oth. I: is the Caufe, it is the Caufc (my Soule) 
Let me not name it to you, you chafte Starre? > 
It 1 5 the Caufe. Yet f le not fned her blood ? 
Nor icarre that whitet skin of hers, then Sno>v f 
And (mooch as Monumentall Ahbjafter : 
Yet fhc muft dye, el fe fhee'l betray mote mens 
Put out the Light, and then pur out the Light 1 
If I quench thee, thou flaming Minifter, 
I can againe thy former light reftorc, 
S+iould I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunning'ft Patterne of excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that ProrxetiM nhcaic 
That can thy Light re-Lume. 
When I haue pluek'dthyRofe, 
I cannot giue )t vkall growth agatne, 
It needs muft wither. lie fmeli thee on the Tree. 
Oh Balmy breath, that doft almoft pcrfwadc 
Tuftice to breake her Sword. One more, one mere : 
Be thus when thou arc dead, and I will kill thee. 
And If»ue thee after. One more, and that's the laft. 
So fwect, was ne're fo fatal!. Imuft weepe, 
But they are cruellTeares : This forrow*s heauenly, 
Ic ftrikes, where it doth loue. She wakes* 

Def. Who's there t Othello ? 

Othcl. IDefdemona, 

*Def Will you come to bed, my Lord? 
Oth. Haue you pray'd to n\$iX i < Dcfdem*n} 
Def I my Lord, 

Oth t If you bethinkeyour felfeof any Crime 
Vnrcconcird as yet to Heauen^and Grace, 
Solickc for it ftraight. 

Def Alacke,my Lord, 
What may you meane by that ? 

Oth- Well, do it,and be breefc, I will walkc by 
I would not kill thy vnprepared Spirit^ 
No, Heauens fore-fend ) I would not kill thy Soule* 

Def Talke you of killing? 
1 Oth. I J do. 

Def Then Heaucnhaue mercy on mee« 
1 J Oth. 


